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The fateful 'sixties have dawned, yet of the
dwellers in this house, cast by accident into each
other's company, not one has an ear to divine
from the cricket's chirping the coming fateful
events of those years. Seven separate breathings
only steadily assert their right to draw on and
give to the joint atmosphere of the room.

The   breathing   of  the   youngest   is   almost
inaudible.   Little Jussi has at last fallen asleep
in his mother's lap and been lowered into the
stale-smelling cradle.   There the tiny body lies
with all its various parts, it too struggling uncon-
sciously onward along the sea of Time towards its
distant prime and still more distant old age and
a death envisaged by none, after which all shall
still be as before, the shore of that endless sea
still invisible.   Flesh, blood, and hidden inside,
bones.   But for this particular tiny combination
the journey towards death is irksome from the
outset.   In the invisible cells of the tiny bones a
process is already going on, of which no one sees
more than the results, the gradual curving of the
thigh-bones, the lumpy skull   And as the dark-
ness becomes settled a bed-bug darts with in-
credible agility from a corner of the cradle and
speeds along the coverlet until it finds what it is
seeking.

Messages of all these matters keep on arriving
in the fragile chambers of the brain. When these
messages become agitated a distant voice begins